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The Tragedie o/ Tttus ^ndromcm. 


For no name fits thy nature but thy owne. 

Tarn. Giueme thy poyniard 3 you fhal know my boyes 
Your Mothers hand fhall right y our Mothers wrong. 

Deme. Stay Madam heere is more belongs to her. 
Fir ft thrafli the Corne,then after burnc the ftraw.: 
This Minion flood vpon her chaftity, 
Vpon her Nup # £jaiJ,yow,he; loyakie. 
And with that painted hop$,braues your Mightincflfe, 
And fhall (he carry this vnto her gvaue ? 

Chi. And if the doe, 
I would I were an Eunuch, 
Drag hence her husband to;fomc fecrct hole. 
And make hif.dcad Trunke-Pi -low to our lull. 

Tamo. But when ychaue, the jiony.vve-defire, 
Let not this Wafpeque-iiue v f i : bpth to fting. 

Chir. I warrant you Madam we will make that furc: 
Come Miik'ranow perforcey/e wiil cmoy, 
That nice-prefeflied honefiy of yours. m # 

Laai. Oh 'Tamoraj&iou bear'(t a woman face* 

Tamo. L>yiJ,i i>ot hearebfr fpeake, ;»:*v ay with. her... 

L*ui> S weqj^of ds intrc^/ftpr hear z mc but a word u . 

Demet. niftc^faireMadan^ler it be your glv-iy 
To lee her tcaresjiut .^e joyz hw to dftiWtbzh 
As vnrelent\ngfiin ; t 19 diopj^f j^ine, , 

Lam. When did thc Tigers, young-ones t^av - . 
Q doe not leanic her wrat^ 
The milke thoViuckft from her did lUrne tc^Marble, 
Eucn at thy Teat thou had/$ thy Tyranny, 
Yet euery Mother breeds not Sonnes alike. 
Do thoaintreather {hew a vv*on\an pitty. 

Chiro. What, 
Would'ft tnoLihVucme'prbiie rny fclfc a baftard ? 

Laui. 'Tis true, . 
The Rauen doth not hatch a Larke,. 
Yet haue I heard^Oh could I fiode it now, 
The Lion mou d with p i t ty , td i d i n d u r e 
Tohaue his Rrjincely pawcsjpaVd all away. 
Some fay,thac Rauens fofter forlornc children, 
The whil'lt their owne birds famifti in thek ae^s : 
Oh be to me though thy hard hart fay no ? 
Nothing fokind but fomeching pittifull. 

Tamo. I know not what it meancs.away with her. 

Lauin r Oh let m.c teach thec tor my Fathers fake, 
That gaue thestite when will he n»ight hauc flaine thee: 
Be not obdura^ ? open thy dcafe cares. 

Tamo. Had'ft thou in perlon nere offended me. 
! Eucn for his Take am Ipiccileffe: 
I Remember Boyes I powr'd forth teares in vaine, 
\ To fauc your brother from the lacrifice, 
: But fierce Amronicus would not relent, 
\ Therefore away with her^ari.d vie her as you will, 
s The worfe to hcr,the better loti'd of me. 
Lauu Qj^Tamora^ 
Ee call'd s gentle Qucene, 
And with thine owne hands kill me in this place, 
: For 'tis not Iifeihfi I fiaue beg'd fo long, 
f Poore I waUlairi^, when r BajJUmu dy'd* 

Tarn. What beg ft t hou then ? fond woman let me go ? 

Lam. Tisjneien: cicach I bcg,and one thing more, 
Thar womanhood denies my tongue to tell :- 
Oh keepe me from their worfe then killing luft, 
And tumble mc into fome loathfome pic, 
Where neuer mans eye may behold my body, 
Doe this, and be a charitable murderer. 

Tarn. So fhould 1 rob my fweet Sonnes of their fee, 
No let them fatiffie their lutt on thee. 


Berne. Away, 
For thou haft ftaid vs heere too lpng. 

Lauinia. NoGarace, 
No womanhood ? Ah beaftiy creature 
The blot and enemy to our gencrall name 
Confufion fall— 

Chi. Nay then 11^ flop yoAir mouth ( 
Bring thou her husband,' 
This is the Hole where ^timfbi&yi hidei,- 

Tarn. Farevyellmy Sonnes/eethatyoy^ 
Nere let my hesrtknow merry checre iodeed * rf 
Till all thfi^^^Jbci made away ; , \ 
Now will I hence to fscke my loucly Moore' 
And let my fpicencfull Sonnes this TruUdeffo, 


sure, 


Enter Aaron with tworfTttnt- Son* 


tick 


Avon. Come on my Lords,the better footeb 
Straight wUJ I bring you to .theJothforaeph 


cfort, 


ame, 


Where . J efpied the Panther faft afle^p 

Qutn. My fight is very d^iwh^t ere itbodes 
Marts. And mine Ipromife you, were it not fo ft, 
Well could I leauc our fportto fleepe a virbij e * 

^uin. What art thdn fallen? 
What fubrile Hole is this, 
Whofern .uthiscouered with Rude growing Brim 
Vpon whofe leaues are drops-of new.fhcd-bL)d 1 
Asfrefhas moi nings dew dirtil'd on flowers ' 
A very facail place it lecmes tome: 
Speakc Brother haft thou hurt thee with the fail * 

Mwiipu. Oh Brother, 
With the difnai'ft obif>6i 
That eucreyew'uh fighc made heart lament, 

Aron. Now will 1 fetch the King to fi 9 do di Cm heere 
That he thereby m3y haue a likely geffc, 
How thefc were they that made away his Brother. 

Marti. Why doft not comfort mc and 'hdpcmw 
From this vnhallow'd and blood-ftained Hole? 

guinttu. I am f urprifed with an vncouth fearc 
A chilling iweat ore-run* my trembling ibynts, 
My heart fufpefts more then mine cie can fee. 

Marti, To proue thou haft a true diuining heart, 
Aaron and thou looke downe into this den, 
And fee a fcarefull fight of blood and death e 

QuintHS. Aaron is gone, 
And my companionate heart 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold 1 
The thing whereat it trembles by furraife: 
Oh tell me how it is,for nere till now 
Was I a child,to feare I know not what. 

Marti. Lord 'Bajftanm lies embrewed hecre, 
AH on a heape like to the flaughtred Lambc, 
In this deteftcd, darke^biood-drinking pic# 

Q*jn» If it be darke,how dooft thou know 'tis he? 

Mart. Vpon his bloody finger he doth wcare 
A precious Ring,that lightens all the Hole: 
Which like a Taper in fome Monument, 
Doth fhine vpon the dead mans earthly cheekes, 
And fiiewes the ragged intratles of the pi t; 
So pale did fliinc theMooneon ?iramm y 
When he b y night lay bath'd in Maiden b lood: 
O Brother helpe me with thy fainting hand. 
If (we hath made thec faint.as mee it hath, 
Out of this fell dcuouring receptacle, 
As hatefull as Ocitm mirtie mouth. 

Quint* Reach me thy hand,sbat I may helps thee out, 
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JTbeTragediec/ Titus sJndronic us. 


rt rl^ftren£th^ fo much good, 

0f pluckt into the fwailowing wombe, 
L^i-deepcpit,poorc^#^graue: 

o ftren^th to plucke thee to the bnnkc. 
I b ^ n ^.Nor 1 no ftrength to clime without thy help. 
Qwn. Thy band once roorej will not loole ag'aine, 
rr^J art heere aiqft^f I below, 
P r * n >a not come to me,!' come to thee. Tothsfall in. 

Enter the E?r$eroyr > Aaron the Cfctoorc* 

Sttttr. Along with me,IIe lee wlhi hole is heere, 
U v»hat he is that now is leapt into it, 
c v who art thou that lately did'il deicend, 
Jtbisgapinghollow of the earth? 

Marti. ,The vnhappie fonnc of oia Androntcto, 
fought hither in a mod vnkzekie lioure. 
To findc thy brother Bafsiamu dead. 

Satftr. My brother dead ?I know thou doft but ieft> 
u c and his Lady both are at the Lodge, 
Voon the Worth-fide of this pieafant Chafe, 
.jisnotanhourelincelleft him there. 

(Jttart'u We know not where you left him all aliue, 
gutout alas,hcere hauc we found him dead. 

Enter T amor a 9 And) onicHSyani Lnettu * 

Tamo. Where is my Lord the King ? 

X^.Hecrc T^cr^though grieu'd with killing griefe. 

Tom. Where is thy brother Bafsiantu? 

JG»T.Now to the bottome doft thou fearch my wound, 
foott'Sapiawii heere lies murthcred. 

Tarn. Then all too late I bring this fatall writ, 
The complot of this timeleffe Tragedie, 
And wonder greatly that mans face can fold, 
Inpleafing fmiks fuch murderous Tyrannic. 

" She gimth Saturnine aLetter, 

Saturninns reads the Letter. 
Aniifm miff? to meete htm hanfomelj, 
Sweet hptntfrna-itBajfunus 'tis we meane^ 
Dse thou fo much as dig thegrauefor him> 
Thou know ft our meaning Jookf for thy reward 
Among the Nettles at the Elder tree: 
Whishouer -(hades the mouth of that fame fit t 
Where we decreed to bury Baffianuss 
doe this and purchafe vs thy lofting friends. 

King. Oh Tamor.a, was euer heard the like ? 
This is thepit,and this the Elder tree, 
Looke firs,if you can finde the huntfman out, , 
Thatfhould hauemurthered 'Bafsiamts heere. 

Aron. My gracious Lord heere is the bag of Gold* 

King, Two of thy whelpcs,fell Curs of bloody kind 
Hauc heere bereft my brother of his life; 
Sirs drag them from the pit vnto the prifon, 
There let them bide vntill we haue deuis'd 
Some neuer heard-of tottering paine for them, 

Tme. What are they in this pit, 
Oh wondrous thing ! 
How eafily murder is difcouercd ? 

Tit. HighEmperour, vpon my feeble knee, 
lb eg this boone,with teares, not lightly flhcd 5 
T hat this fell fault of my accurfed Sonnes, 
Accurfcd/if the faults be prou'd in them. 

King, if it be prou'd? you fee it isapparant, 


W ho found this Letter , Tamora was it you ? 
Tamora* Andronicm himfelfe did take it vp. 
Tit. I did my Lord, 
Yet let me be their baile. 
For by my Fathers reuerent Tombc I vow 
They {hall be ready at yout Highnes will , 
To anfwere their fufpition with their hues. 

Ktng. Thou (halt not baile them, fee thou follow me: 
Some bring the numbered body,fome the rourtkerers, 
Let them not fpeake a word,the guilt is plaine, 
For by my foule,were there worfe end then death, 
That end vpon them ftiould be executed. 

Tamo. Andronictul will encrcac the King, .. 
Feare not thy Sonnes,thcy fhall do well enough. 

Tit. Come Lucins come, 
Stay not to talke with them. Exemt. 

Enter the Emprefe Sonnes .with Lawmaker hands cut off and 
hertsnguecut out.andrauffbt. 

J) erne. So now goe tell and if thy tongue can fpeake, 
Who fwas that cut thy tongue and rauifht thec. 

ChL Write downe thy mind, bewray thy meaning fo, 
And if thy ftumpes will let thee play the Scribe. 

Dem. See how with figncs and tokens jftie can fcowle. 

Chi. Goe home, 
Call for fweet water,wafti thy hands. 

Dem. She hath no tongue ib call,nor hands to walh. 
And fo let's leaue her to her filcnt walkes. 

Chi. And t'were my caufe,I (hould goe hang my felfe. 

T)em. If thou hadlft hands to helpe ihee knit the cord. 

Exemt. 

Winde Homes. 
Enter Marcus from huntingjo Lauinia. 
Who is this 3 my Neece that flies away fo faft ? 
Cofen a word,where is your husband ? 
If I do drcame .would ail my wealth would wake me j 
]f J doe wake,fome Planet flrikfeme downe* 
That I may {lumber in eternal! fleepe. 
Speake gentle Neece,what fleine vi gentle hands 
H.ith lopt, and hew'd,and made thy body bare 
Of her two branches,thofe fweet Ornaments 
Whole circkling fhadowes,Kings hauc fought to fleep in 
And might not gaine fo great a happincs 
As halfethy Loue : Why dooft net fpeake tome/ 
Al3s,a C.imfon riuer of warme blood, 
Like to a bubling fountainc ftir'd with winde, 
Doth rife and fall betwecne thy Rofed lips, 
Comming and going with thy hony breath. 
But furc fome Terem hath defloured thec, 
And lcaft thou fliould'ft detect them,ciit thy tongue. 
Ah.now thou turn'ft away thy face for (hamc; 
And notwitftanding all this lofle of blood, 
As from a Conduit with their iffuing Spouts* 
Yet doe thy cheekfcs looke red as Titans facc^ 
Blufhing to be encountred with a Cloud, 
Shall I fpeake for thee ? fhall I fay 'tis fo 1 
Oh that I knew thy hart,and knew the bcaft 
That I might raile at him to eafc my mind* 
Sorrow concealcd,like an Ouen ftopt, 
Doth burne the hart to Cinders where it is. 
Faire 'Philomela flie but loft her tongue, 
And in a tedious Sampler fowed her mindc. 
But louely Neece,that meane is cut from tfrec, 
A craftier Terem haft thou met,withaH 
And he hiaith cut thofc pretty fingers: off, N 
> dd 1 That/ 


